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High Stakes 


"Im bored" 

Elias glances up from his laptop and snorts. "You're always bored” 

Marko nods and flicks another card into Tony's cowboy hat on the floor. "Yeah, | guess 

Henkka rolls his eyes and types something into his tour blog. "No guessing, Make, you're always bored” 
"Maybe. Got anything to keep me entertained 


Henkka shakes his head. "Nope. Just finishing this up and then off to get some sleep. | was kept awake by 


someone's snoring last night." 
Marko ducks his head. "Sorry." 


Henkka shuts down his laptop. "It's normal, Make. You snore like a tornado bouncing off the side of a mountain." 


Elias laughs and clicks on another website. 

Marko sighs and shrugs. "Can't help it" 

Henkka pats Marko on the head. "Yeah, | know. At least wait for me to fall asleep this time around." 
Marko laughs and flings another card, hitting the hat's center without touching the sides. 

Elias glances up from his computer. "Wanna watch something?" 

Marko shrugs. "Eh, not really. | just need something to keep my hands busy." 

Elias glances down at Tony's hat. "Wanna play some cards?" 

Marko's eyebrow raises. "You want to play against me?" 

"Sure, why not? Its not you always beat me. I've won a few games over the years." 

Marko sighs and leans back on the couch. "Yeah but, regular poker isn't much fun with just two people." 
Elias' eyebrow wiggles. "Then let's make it more fun" 

OOK 


The rules were simple. You lose and you take off a piece of clothing. Anyone who played strip poker knew that. 
Except Elias had something else in mind. 


Marko stares at Elias. "Huh?" 
Elias laughs and shuffles the cards. "You heard me. You wanted to make it more interesting and | did." 


Marko blinks and plays with his poker chips. "Yeah but strip poker is one piece per loss. You want us to take 
off more if we lose big?" 


Elias nods and starts to deal the cards. "Yep. Say | win a hundred pot, you have to take off two pieces of 
clothing. Every hundred after that is another piece." 


Marko scratches his beard. "What about all-ins?" 
Elias' grin widens. "If you lose, you gotta take it all off." 


Marko snorts and tosses out his ante. "If | didn't know better, I'd say you were trying to get me naked." 


Elias flushes a little. "No.not at all. I'm just trying to make it more interesting. Keep you from being bored too 
quickly.” 


Marko laughs. "Seeing you naked is never boring." 

Elias swallows a lump in his throat and puts his ante into the pot. 

Marko stares down at his two cards. "No bet" 

Elias nods and turns over three cards - an ace, a queen, and a two. 

Marko rubs his beard and then tosses a chip into the pot. 

Elias snorts at the twenty chip and looks down at his cards. "That's a pussy wager." 
"And who between the two of us has won poker tournaments? Yeah that would be me." 
Elias grins and puts in his chips. "I see your bet and raise you fifty." 


Marko's eyebrow arches. "Already wanting to lose clothing? I'll take that bet” He tosses a fifty chip into the 
pot. 


Elias chuckles and flips over a card. Another two. 

Marko sighs and looks at his cards again. 

Elias‘ glances up from his cards to study Marko's expression "Bad cards?" 

Marko laughs. "You really do want me naked. All you have to do is ask" 

Elias flushes. "No, | don’t. | just.. just want to win" 

"Right. Well, congratulations." Marko tosses his cards into the pile. "I fold” 

Elias blinks. "But | haven't turned over the last card yet." 

Marko smiles and takes off his shirt. "I got shit cards. No amount of luck is going to help them." 


Elias looks at Marko's bare chest and then back down at the cards. He shrugs and turns over the last card. 


Another two. 


Marko swears. "Of course." He picks up his cards and turns them over. A two and a three. 


Elias laughs. "You would have won with that. All| had was a pair of aces." 

OEE 

Marko eyes Elias and then his cards. A pair of queens under his palm and half of his chips gone. 
Elias watches Marko. "You gonna bet at some point?" 


Marko looks at the cards on the table - a jack, a king, and a five. He sighs and tosses a chip into the pile. 


"Fifty." 

Elias nods and sees Marko's bet. 

Marko's eyebrow arches. "You're not going to raise again?" 

Elias stares down at his large stack of chips and then at Marko's small stack. "I don't think so." 
Marko blinks and then shrugs. He flips over the fourth card - a ten 

Elias grins and tosses in his chips. "Hundred." 

Marko eyes him. "Got the card you wanted?" 

"Maybe." 

Marko frowns. "Maybe? You don't know what you have?" 

Elias rolls his eyes. "Of course | know what | have, just that you don’t.” 


Marko glances down at his queens and snorts. "The same could be said for you. And | see your bet and raise 


you fifty." 

Elias grins and drops chips into the pot. "Your fifty and | raise you another hundred." 

Marko shakes his head. "That's a fool's bet" He tosses in a hundred chip. 

Elias laughs. "We'll see." 

Marko turns over the last card - a queen. He grins and eyes Elias‘ stack "Why don't we make this sweeter?" 
Elias' eyebrow raises. "Sweeter?" 


Marko nods. "Whoever loses this pot will strip, but whoever wins will be the one helping." 


Elias frowns. "Huh?" 

"Say if | lose this, you have to strip me." 

Elias swallows hard and looks down at his cards. "|.um, ok" 

Marko laughs. "No so confident, are you? Besides, | won't be the one striping," 

"Now look at the confident one? | bet two hundred." 

Marko frowns. "Two hundred?" He looks down at his chips. He's got about three hundred and fifty left. 
Elias grins. "You know what, | like your idea but how about we make it one step better." 

"Oh yeah? What do you have in mind?" 

Elias pushes his stack of chips into the pot, going all in. "The winner has to strip too." 


Marko laughs and stands up. "Dirty bastard, and | see that bet" He shoves in all of his chips. "You're going 
down. | have a pair of queens which means three of a kind" He flips them over and tosses them by the others. 


Elias stares down at the cards and frowns. "Damn" 

Marko laughs and nods his head. "Oh yeah, time for you to strip me" 

Elias snorts. ‘Not this time” He flips over two kings. “I'm pretty sure my three kings beats your three queens’ 
Marko stares at Elias’ cards dumbfounded. "No way. How the hell did you pull that off?" 

Elias laughs and sits back down. "I cheated" 

SRB IE EE IE RK 

"You what?" 

Elias gets up and walks over to stand in front of Marko. "I cheated 

Marko snorts. "Henkka. He's been teaching you, hasn't he?" 

Elias flushes. Maybe" 


Marko stands with his hands on his hips. "That figures. Well, | guess it's time for me to strip you." 


Elias bites his lip and shuffles in place. "Well, um, you don't have to if you don't want +o. 
Marko snorts and shakes his head "A bet is a bet, even if you won it by cheating’ 

Elias laughs. "And you didn't when you got that straight flush?" 

A hint of red crosses Marko's face. "You noticed that, huh?" 

"A blind man could have noticed that. You're good Make, but you're not that good” 


Marko laughs. "Well, you can't help me from wanting you to lose your shirt at some point. Its not fair that | 


was only down to my pants.” 
Elias blushes. "Right. Um, so, um." 


Marko grins and brushes his hands down Elias' bare chest. He stops at Elias' belt buckle. "So how do you want 


me to strip you?" 
Elias swallows hard. "l..um, however." 


Marko drops to his knees and loosens Elias' belt with his finger. Elias stares down at him, Marko eye level to 
his crotch, and gasps. 


"You like that, huh? Henkka always said | was good at undressing. Him or me, it doesn't matter." 


Elias nods, but keeps his hands locked to his sides to resist touching the back of Marko's head. He's so close 


now, his breath warming against his jeans. 


Marko chuckles and slides Elias' jeans down to his knees. He eyes Elias‘ underwear and half hard cock peeking 


out at the top. "Hmm, this might prove difficult” 

"Uh, what?" 

Marko grins and glances up. "How to remove your underwear without touching your cock?" 

Elias groans, his hips bucking at the thought of Marko touching him. "|..um.. guess that's undressed enough." 
"No, a bet is a bet. | have to finish it until its over." 

Elias swallows and shivers when Marko slides his hands down the sides of his legs. 


Marko pushes the jeans down to the floor and glances up at Elias. "You gonna help?" 


Elias nods and walks forward toward Marko, eyes focusing only on Marko's hands. 


Marko's eyebrow raises, Elias crotch now right in his face. "Getting a little anxious? | don't remember blows 


being part of strip poker. Unless | missed that rule?" 

Elias flushes and steps back "Um, sorry. | was just..um, stepping out of my jeans." 

"Well, | could do one if you want?" 

Elias' eyes widen and then he steps further back. "No 1.. think I'm going to bed now." 

Marko gets up from the floor and grabs Elias’ arm. "I'm not done yet. You're still wearing underwear and l'm 
dressed." Elias' skin heats up under Marko's hand. "Don't you want to see me naked? Wasn't this the point of 
this whole thing?" 


"lno, just to practice the card skills that Henkka taught me." 


Marko blinks. "That's all? That doesn't explain how nervous you are around me lately." He steps closer to Elias, 


their bare chests inches away from each other. "Do you want me, Elias?" 


Elias stares deep into Marko's eyes. "Yes." He flushes and immediately shakes his head. "No, no. | need to go to 


bed. Yes, bed. Goodnight" 

Marko tightens his grip of Elias' arm. "No, | don't think you do. All you have to do is ask, Elias." He reaches up 
with his free hand to brush a piece of hair out of Elias' eyes. "Ill drop to my knees right now if you ask me 
to." 

Elias bites back a groan, his body heat rising with each passing second. "But.but what about Henkka?" 


Marko smiles. "Henkka won't care. Hell, | do this for Tony on occasion When he's feeling frustrated and needing 
a release." He strokes the side of Elias‘ face. "I'm very good at it” 


"I| can see that." 


Marko chuckles and steps away from Elias. "Well, will you at least give me a chance to strip? | owe you that 


much for losing." 
Elias shuffles back to sit down on the couch, his hand covering his hard cock. 
Marko grins and slides down his pants, shimmying his hips with each push. 


Elias groans when he realizes that Marko went commando, his hard cock bouncing out when Marko shoves his 


pants down to his knees. 

Marko rubs himself and eyes Elias. "You're making me hard." 

Elias shifts on the couch, his own cock pushing up for attention inside his underwear. "l." 
Marko chuckles and steps out his jeans. "See? That wasn't so bad. Just one piece of clothing." 
Elias flushes, his hand rubbing his cock when Marko looks over at him. 


Marko grins and walks over to Elias, dropping down to his knees in front of him. "So. I'm naked now and you're 


still wearing underwear. That doesn't seem fair." 
"But..but | won." 


Marko licks his lips. "Yes, but the bet was to have the loser undress the winner. | haven't fulfilled my duty." He 


pushes Elias‘ legs apart. "I like to fulfill when | can. Always there when someone needs something.” 
Elias bites his lip harder and pushes Marko's hand off. "l.l don't mind. It's ok.. can take care of that myself.” 


Marko rubs the outside of Elias‘ underwear with the palm of his hand. "Can you? You sure you don't need an 
extra hand?" 


Elias swallows and shakes his head. "No, I..." 


Marko slips his hand inside Elias' underwear, brushing the head of his cock. "You sure? | can be pretty 


persuasive." 
Elias snorts and pushes Marko's hand away. "| haven't noticed. And ok, Henkka, that's enough." 
Marko frowns. "Huh?" 


Henkka steps out from the curtain with a video camera in his hand. "Damn, it was getting good. Why did you 
stop?" 


Marko blinks and turns to Henkka. "You set me up?" 
Henkka sighs. "No, not me.” He points to Elias. "Him." 
Elias flushes and stammers at Henkka. "It was..it was your idea" 


Marko rolls his eyes and gets up from the couch. "I see. So I'm your tour porno?" 


Henkka shrugs. "Like you wouldn't have done it yourself eventually." 
Marko sighs and scratches his beard. "Yeah probably. Still. Did you orchestrate the whole poker set up?" 


Henkka laughs and points to Elias again. "No, that was his idea. He's been itching to play you again. | must admit, 
Elias cheated better than | thought he would." 


Elias flushes and puts his clothes back on. "I just did what you said to do." 

Marko watches him and turns back to Henkka. "So do | get to see it after you edit it?" 

Henkka snorts and pulls Marko by the arm. "You can see it right now.’ 

Elias glances up in time to see them exit the front area. He sighs and sits back down on the couch, his body 
still warm from Marko's hands. His eyes drift shut, images of Marko play out in his head while he rubs his 


crotch. 


A tinkle of poker chips falling to the ground sounds when he comes. 


